FIRST  ENTRY
feet? had been incessant and an uphill game. How-
ever, science and discipline had conquered, and now
we seldom have a case, and if we do there is trouble.
Socks are changed and dried in the line, thigh boots
are worn and are dried every four days when we
come out. Things are better, but the weather gets
worse.
Evidently men in other places have taken to
blowing off their fingers to escape service in the
line, as all self-inflicted *accidental' wounds of any
sort are to be made the subject of legal proceedings
against the wounded. Our sergeant-major, an
excellent soldier, throws a bit of brass into a brazier.
It is a detonator! It explodes and inflicts damage on
his hand! He goes to hospital, is tried by court
martial and reduced to the rank of sergeant. Re-
turning at once, I make him acting sergeant-major,
which is not the same, though the best I can do, as,
although he receives the pay of a sergeant-major, he
will lose his rank and pay if wounded. His family
will suffer. War is stern. The innocent as well as
the guilty must suffer.
One morning I go down to the right to meet
Colonel Bernard at our junction, in order to decide
a tactical consideration. We are to meet at 10 a.m.
I wait. The colonel is late, a most unusual thing for
him. I stay on till n a.m. and am on the point of
departure when I hear a sound. I look up. What do
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